CHAPTER   XXII
AUNTIE burned a feather under Rosa's nose
and the filthy smell of Its burning made her
cough and sneeze. "Oh, take It away/' she cried3
"or I shall be sick again/'
Auntie threw It out of the window and came
and sat down by the bed. She put her hands on
her knees as she sat and looked solemnly at Rosa.
"What is it?" asked Rosa fretfully. "I can't
talk to you just now, auntie. Leave me alone for a
little while, please.''
That was all she wanted now3 to be left alone,
to lie in darkness and hide her face. She was too
hurt to talk or cry. Oh, why could auntie not go
away and leave her alone?
"Rosa/* said auntie very solemnly^ "have you
been sick before like this?"
"No3 why?" said Rosa. "Must you ask me this
now?"
"You are sure you haven't been sick?"
"Of course I'm sure."
"Have you thought why you were sick? What
made you faint again so that Boy and I had to
carry you to.bed? Have you thought of that?"
"It was enough to make me sick and faint. It
was the shock," said Rosa defensively.
"I have seen people faint for grief and shock,"
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